CALL  NO  MAN HAPPY

for manoeuvres. We were quartered in a country barracks, once a
royal edifice, on the bank of the Bresle, a charming trout stream,
overhung by willow trees and lined by poplars. We were a strangely
assorted crowd. Many of 'the exempt' were graduates of law
schools, M.A.s in literature or science, among whom was Etienne
Gilson, who has since become the great authority on mediaeval
philosophy, but who was then a, bearded, good-natured, hairy and
facetious soldier. There were numerous Normal students but they
chose to keep to themselves. Finally there were the journeymen
of art*, almost all sons of manufacturers, who had taken this easy
examination for no other purpose than to be admitted to the
platoon; such was the case with my friends from Elbeuf: Legrix,
Bernheim and Boiile.

Just as I had loved the life of the Lycee I loved that of the regiment.
To be well treated there all one had to do was to work hard, and I
had the habit of work. A large part of our existence was still that of
college boys. Various officers gave us courses. One of them,
Lieutenant Breynat, whom we called 'Chochotte* because of his
pretty, womanish face, lectured us on military history and in par-
ticular on the war of 1870. Poor Breynat! He himself was not
destined to survive the war of 1914. Lieutenant Islcr taught us topo-
graphy: thirty years later I found him a colonel of firemen in Paris.
Lieutenant Giraudeau taiught us the duties of a section commander
in the open field. It soon became both a sporting and an intellectual
pleasure for me to take part in company manoeuvres. Each of us in
turn had to take command of a section. 'Company, left front into
line!' Giraudeau would cry. It took quick reflexes to command
immediately: 'Left by fours!' If one of those responsible made a
mistake, two sections would be back to back or tangled up together.
This human geometry amused me.

This military service in the country was, in our sight, mainly an
excuse for agreeable walks. What could be more delightful than to
find oneself in the spring on double sentry duty with a sympathetic
friend at the edge of the forest of Eu. The anemones, the primroses,
the periwinkles reminded me of the Sundays of my childhood. One
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